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IN the rubbish heaps of the etncient city 
of Oxyrhynchus. near the River Nile, a 
party of Elnglish explorers, in the winter of 
1897, discovered a fragment of a papyrus 
book, written in the second or third cen- 
tury, and hitherto unknown. This single 
leaf contained parts of seven short seiv 
tences of Christ, each introduced by the 
words, "Jesus says." It is to the fifth 
(^ these Sayings of Jesus that the follow- 
ingpoem refers. 
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HEAR a word that Jesus spake 
Eighteen hundred years ago. 
Where the crimson HIies blow 
Round the blue Tiberian lake: 
There the bread of Hfe He brake. 
Through the fields of harvest walking 
With His lowly comrades, talking 
Of the seaet thoughts that feed 
Weary souls in time of need. 
Art thou hungry? G)me and take; 
Hear the word that Jesus spake! 
*Tis the sacrament of labour, bread and 

wine divinely blest; 
Friendship's food and sweet refreshment, 
strength and courage, joy and rest. 






BUT this word tKe Master said 
Long ago and far away. 
Silent and forgotten lay 
Buried with the silent dead. 
Where the sands of Egypt spread 
Sea-like, tawny billows heaping 
Over ancient cities sleeping, 
While the River Nile between 
Rolled its summer flood of green 
Rolled its autumn flood of red: 
There the word the Master said. 
Written on a frail pai^nrus, wrinkled, 

scorched by Are, and torn. 
Hidden in God's hand was waiting 
for its resurrection mom. 




Now at last the buried word 
By the delving spade is found. 
Sleeping in the quiet ground. 
Now the call of life is heard: 
Rise again, and like a bird. 
Fly abroad on wings of gladness 
Through the darkness and the 

sadness, 
Of the toiling age, and sing 
Sweeter than the voice of Spring, 
Till the hearts of men are slined 
By the music of the word,— 
Gospel for the heavy-laden, answer to 

the labourer's cry : 
"Raise the stone, and ihou shall find me; 
cleave the wood and there am I. " 
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SEEKING CHRIST, in vain he 
waited for the vision of the Lord; 
Vainly pondered many volumes where 
the aeeds of men were stored; 

Vainly shut himself in silence, keeping 

vigil night and day; 
Vainly haunted shrines and churches 

where the Christians came to pray. 




OEEKING CHRIST, in vain he 
*^ waited for the vision of the Lord; 
Vainly pondered many volumes where 
the creeds of men were stored; 





STILL THE BLESSED vUion tar- 
ried; still the light was unrevealed; 
Still the Master, dim and distant, kept 
His countenance concealed. 

Fainter grew the hope of finding, wearier 

grew the fruitless quest; 
Prayer and penitence and fasting gave 

no comfort, brought no rest. 





"TOOSED the sacred bands of friend' 

J-^ ship, solitary stands my heart; 
Thou shah be my sole companion when 
I see Thee as Thou art. 

"From Thy distant throne in glory, flash 

upon my inward sight, 
Fill the midnight of my spirit with the 

splendour of Thy light. 





PATIENTLY he plodded onward, 
from the pathway never erred. 
Till he reached the river-fastness called 
the Mountain of the Bird. 

There the tribes of air assemble, once a 
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year, their noisy flock, 



ar, their noisy nock, k Ta^l 

departing, leave their sentinel ^^ I 
rched upon the highest rock. g|^^ 





MONTH BY MONTH, in deep 
seclusion, hidden in the rocky 
cleft. 
Dwelt the hermit, Fasting, praying; once 
a year the cave he left. 

On that day a happy pilgrim, chosen 

out of all the band, 
Won a special sign of favour ftom the 

holy hermit*s hand. 





UNDERNEATH the narrow win- 
dow, at the doorway closely sealed, 
While the afterglow of sunset deepened 
round him, Felix kneeled. 

"Man of God, of men most holy* thou 
whose gifts cannot be priced! 

Giant me thy most precious guerdon; 
tell me how to find the Christ." 





BREATHLESS, Felix bowed and 
listened, but no answering voice he 
heard; 
Darkness folded, dumb and deathlike, 
round the Mountain of the Bird. 

Then he said, "The saint is silent; he 
would teach my soul to wait: 

I will tarry here in patience, like a beggar 
at his gate." 




A40RN ADVANCED and mid- 
1 VI night fled, bi oiskmary pomp 

attired; 
Never mom and neoer midnight brougfU 
the vidm hmg'desired. 





VRN ADVANCED and mid^ 
night fled, in visionary pomp 
attired; 
Never mom and never midnight brought 
the vision long-desired. 
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DISAPPOINTED, heavy-hearted, 
from the Mountain of the Bird 
Felix mournfully descended, questioning 
the Master's word. 

Not for him a sacred dwelling, far above 
the haunts of men: 
ie must turn his footsteps backward to 
the common life again. 





Rose the clattering voice of labour, 
clanking hammers, chnking drills. 

Dust, and noise, and hot confusion made 

a Babel of the spot: 
There, among the lowliest workers, Felix 

sought and found his lot. 





Now he swung the ponderous mallet, 
smote the iron in the rock — 
Muscles quivering, tingling, throbbing — 
blow on blow and shock on shock; 

Now he drove the willow wedges, wet 
them till they swelled and split. 

With their silent strength, the fragment, 
sent it thundering down the pit 





: groaning I 
now the rollers made it slide; 
Harnessed men, like beasts of burden, 
drew it to the river-«ide. 

Now the palm-trees must be riven, mas- 
sive timbers hewn and dressed; 

Rafts to bear the stones in safety on the 
rushing river's breast. 




DREAMS of solitary sainbhip 
faded from him; but, instead. 
Came a seme of daily comfort in the 
toil for daily bread. 





rising round him like a tide, 
Overflow his heart and join him to the 
workers at his side. 

Oft he cheered them with his singing at 
the breaking of the light, 

Told them tales of Christ at noonday, 
taught them words of prayer at night 





ONCE he bent above a comrade 
fainting in the mid-day heat. 
Sheltered him with woven palm-leaves, 
gave him water, cool and sweet. 

Then it seemed, for one swift moment, 
secret radiance filled the place; 

Underneath the green palm-branches 
flashed a look of Jesus* face. 





TOW AT LAST the work was 
ended, grove deserted, quarry 
stalled; 
Felix journeyed to the city that his hands 
had helped to build. 

In the darkness of the temple, at the 

closing hour of day, 
As of old he sought the altar, as of old 

he knelt to pray: 





"I HAVE done Thy bidding Master; 

-i raised the rock and felled the tree, 

Swung the axe and plied the hammer, 

working every day for Thee. 

"Once it seemed I saw Thy presence 11 
through the bending palm-leaves 
gleam; 

Once upon the flowing water— Nay, I 
know iwt, 'twas a dream I 





WHERE tlie many toil together, 
there am I among my own; 
Where the tired workman sleepeth, 
there am I with him alone. 

*'I, the peace that passeth knowledge, 
dwell amid the daily strife; 

I, the bread of heaven, am broken in 
the sacrament of life. 





THE LEGEND of Felht h ended, 
the toiling of Felix is done; 
The Master has paid him his wages, 
the goal of his journey is won; 

He rests, but he never is idle; a thou- 
sand years pass like a day. 

In the glad surprise of the Paradise 
where work is sweeter than i 





HE CANCELS the curse of Eden, 
and brings them a blessing instead: 
Blessed are they that labour, for Jesus 
kes of their bread. 

He puts His hand to their burdens, 
He enters their homes at night: 

Who does his best shall have as a guest 
the Master of life and light. 




